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days of the war ; you would almost think the com-
pany were setting out for a picnic. There is singing
all the way ; and the song of Captain Last, the
text of which I cannot resist sending you, is added
to the " International" and the " Red Flag " :

Los Holandeses preguntan
donde se encuentra Jef Last,
metido en una chabala
sin poder ni respirar.

Y los molinos de Holanda
giran, giran sin parar;
preguntando con el viento:
donde se encuentra Jef Last ?

Y nosostros le decimos:
ganando la guerra esta
en el frente de Las Rosas
que le han hecho capitan.

And the Dutch, they go on asking
what can have happened to Jef Last,
lying secreted in a shelter
where it's not easy for him to breathe.

(This couplet can be repeated indefinitely by sub-
stituting the British, the French, the Germans, not
to mention the Abyssinians, for the Dutch.)

And the windmills of his Holland

go grinding, grinding without pause ;

And turning to the winds they ask:

but what could have happened to our Jef Last ?